3. The Liar's Confession 


Judge me if you want, I don't care. I know that I don't look devastated by 


my husband's death. 


Of course I am sad, mourning and all that... But please try to understand! 


He made me into a very, very miserable woman and I am relieved to not 


have to play that part again. 


I mean, let's be honest. I have good looks. I have the brains. And you may 
not be aware of it yet, but I have talent. People say I am delusional about 


this... but am I? Maybe I just know my worth. 


I see how the men at school look at me, desiring me as some sort of 
forbidden fruit. I know how well I do at my job. And God knows my 


paintings are top tier... Or were. 
Why did I end up as a housewife and a part-time teacher then, you ask? 


Because I was needy. Needy enough to keep Jerome by my side all the 
time. I couldn’t survive without him. On top of that, I was too scared to 


lose him and be alone. 
Well, losing him and thinking of his death does feel scary... 
I am sad, I really am. About everything. 


But I will be fine. Maybe I will take a break from my job as an art teacher, 


and find myself as an artist again. 


And now that I don't have to do his chores on top of mine, I will have 


plenty of time and freedom for that. 
Oh, by the way: I know who killed Jerome. 


Would you like to find out? Keep going with the investigation. 


